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through, the ranges that rise and swell and slope away
in mighty hollows, sweeping like immense green waves
around the bases of those lofty Australian Alps, of which
Mounts Holtham, Kosciusko, and Feathertop are the
chief glories. Although early, the heat of the sun was al-
ready very powerful; but its effect was more bracing
than enervating, owing to the clearness and dryness of
the atmosphere. . . . Across the rugged mountains we
rode, by difficult passes over desolate plains, along
sweeping watercourses marked by the long funeral pro-
cession of lofty blue-gums, and mournful, stringy bark.
Day by day we saw the sun rise above the hills. "We
slept, while our horses stood by panting with heat, under
what shade we could get, and arose when the sky had
lost its look of molten copper and had taken on once
more its intense ultramarine. At night as we rode
across the plains we heard the howling of the wild dogs
as they scoured afar off, or sent flying in all directions
startled kangaroos, which leaped across the moonlit
wastes like ghosts of strange creatures in pre-Adamite
times. ... At last we had come to Albury to join a
friend who promised us some swan shooting, and it
thus came about that early one morning, about an hour
before dawn, we found ourselves crouching under the
shelter of some wattles growing close to the Murray
lagoons. Not a sound was to be heard save the monot-
onous swish of the river as it swept slowly onward, ex-
cept when at rare intervals some restless parrot or
cockatoo made a transient disturbance somewhere in the
forest. The stillness, the semi-darkness, the sound of
the rushing water, our expectancy, all rendered the hour
one of mingled solemnity and excited tension; and it
was with difficulty that at least one of our small party
repressed some sound when within a few feet a venom-
ous-looking snake wriggled away with a faint hiss from
a bunch of knotted grass."

At this juncture, unfortunately the writer was car-
ried away by his interest in snakes ... in rare water
birds and "Murray-cod," and quite forgot to finish his
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